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EPILOGUE 


This may seem like a strange way to start a foreword 
- with the title of an ending - Epilogue. But old endings 
start new beginnings. lt was the ending of an old 
wrestling match between the winner, Cynthia Adams 
and the loser, Corporal Punishment Smith, that lead to 
this new beginning. 

At this point, however, there should be a recapitula- 
tion of events that had spanned the last twenty-three 
years which were now culminating in a brutal confronta- 
tion between two new players named Lee and Delgato. 


RECAPITULATION 


In volumes I and II of the “The Elmtown Chroni- 
cles’, named ‘Special Event At Ihe Elmtown Women's 
Club - Part I and Il’, a Mrs. Jane Doyle fought a widow, 
Mrs. Martha Jones for the right to possess Jane’s hus- 
band, Tom Doyle. The rules were very elementary. Each 
woman wore only shoes and boxing gloves and could 
punch anywhere except the face. It was a fight to the fin- 
ish and when one woman couldn't get up after 60 sec- 
onds, she was considered knocked out and was declared 
defeated. In the twelfth round Martha won, forcing Jane 
to leave Elmtown and go to Reno for a divorce. Martha 


married Tom and she became Mrs. Martha Doyle. This 


occurred in 1964. 

Twenty-two years later in volume III, titled ‘Naked 
Wrestlers’, a visiting mud wrestling troop performed in 
Elmtown. After one of the matches, a drunk (who acted 
as a catalyst) set the stage for a nude wrestling match be- 
tween one of the wrestlers, a Negress named Corporal 
Punishment Smith, and the challenger from the audi- 
ence, a blond named Cynthia Adams. The manager of 
the troop and several wealthy townsmen put up a lot of 
money to induce the two girls into a naked fight to the 
finish. There would be five submission only falls. At the 
end of each fall, there would be a five minute rest period. 
If the girls fought nude, each would get $1000. Ihe first 
win was worth $100. Each additional win by that girl 
doubled the previous amount. If a girl won five straight 
she would win $100, plus $200, plus $400, plus $800, 
plus $1600, for a potential total of $3100. There was also 
a $100 bonus for each win that had been obtained by at- 
tacking the other girl’s femininity. Finally, there was a 
bonus $1000 for the overall winner. If one girl won every 
fall and qualified for all of the bonuses, her potential 
grand total would be $5600. Ihe minimum the loser 
would get was $1000. These sums were inducement 
enough for small town girls to ignore derision and par- 


ticipate in behavior that would be kindly labeled bizarre. 
And that was the point of the money. 

At the end of the fifth fall Smith was defeated. Dur- 
ing the match, Smith’s best friend, a Korean named 
Major Punishment Lee, was her cornergirl. After Smith 
was counted out, Lee had rushed into the ring to see if 
she had suffered any damage. Everyone was very con- 
cerned because Adams had won the match with a hold 
that nearly suffocated Smith. When the Negress re- 
gained consciousness, the Korean accused Cindy of try- 
ing to kill her friend and tried to attack her. It was 
stopped by the blond's friend and cornergirl, Chiquita 
Delgato, who tackled Lee and wrestled her to the mat. 

Chiquita, also known as the Banana, was a maid in 
the Doyle residence. She was Mexican-American and 
very proud of herself and her heritage because one side 
of her family had roots that could be traced all the way 
back to southern Spain. This Spanish spitfire also had a 
temper as hot as a jalapeno pepper. In front of everyone 
she had challenged the Korean to a no-holds-barred 
fight to the finish. The mud wrestling promoter, who 
sensed that a lot of money could be made from this chal- 
lenge, worked out a scheme that would pay the girls the 
same amount of money that Cindy and Smith had 


fought for. In the heat of emotion and avarice both girls 
agreed to a naked catfight the next night. The next night 
had become now. But, first, some background informa- 
tion about the combatants. 

Major Punishment Lee was not her real name. It 
was Rose Lee. Her manager had given her the name of 
Major Punishment Lee. She thought it was funny and 
went by that name. Her parents had emigrated from 
Korea and Rose had been born in the United States. She 
was raised in Seattle. Lee weighed 140 pounds and was 
five feet, seven inches tall. 

Chiquita was a local girl who had graduated from 
Elmtown High. She was bright, but had no desire to 
leave her family and friends to go to college. As the chief 
maid in the Doyle household, her responsibilities were 
heavy, but the workload light. She was content until all 
that potential money was waved in front of her face. Ap- 
pearing as she was she knew she would have to leave 
town. But she calculated that if she only won half of the 
prize money, it would be sufficient for a fresh start in any 
of the big midwestern cities that surrounded Indiana. 
Physically she was essentially the equal of Lee as she 
weighed 145 pounds and stood five feet eight. The rules 


agreed upon were similar to the ones that prevailed in 


the previous night's fight. They would fight naked in the 
boxing ring that doubled as a wrestling ring. Catfighting 
rules meant there were no rules, except for one. If one 
girl killed the other, then all the prize money would be 
forfeited to the lawyers. 


No matter the outcome, the lawyers always win. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


The First Fall 


Deciding to feel each other out (this figurative figure 
of speech would become literal soon enough) the two 
combatants cautiously leaned onto each other with arms 
around each other’s neck and back. They pushed against 
each other to determine who was the stronger. Neither 
budged. 

“This is getting us nowhere,” thought Delgato. Sud- 
denly she grabbed Lee’s hair with both hands and 
yanked her to the mat. The attack was so sudden the Ko- 


rean didnt have time to break her fall. She hit the mat 
on her side and the shock stunned her momentarily. That 
was all the time the Latiness needed to spin around and 
drop straight down to land on her foe's stomach. This 
knocked the wind out of the Major's sails as well as her 
body. Seizing the opportunity, as well as the grasping of 
the Asian's wrists, Chiquita pinned each arm between 
her upper and lower legs. 

Then the latina raised her right hand above her head, 
swung the arm downward and slapped the Korean across 
the cheek. Then she attacked both exposed breasts. 

Now that she had Major Punishment Lee com- 
pletely helpless, Chiquita the Banana Delgato took her 
time squeezing out a win; which cost her the fall. 

“Pm not going to take this lying down,” thought Lee. 
The Korean pushed up with her feet and the sudden up- 
ward movement of her torso forced Chiquita to slide for- 
ward. This forward weight shift was all that was required 
to enable Punishment to rotate her hips upward and 
swing her legs far enough to permit her ankles to hook 
across the front of the Mexican’s neck. Then she whipped 
her legs toward the mat, and in the process whammed 
the back of Delgato's head into the padding. 

“Mumph,” grunted the Spanish girl. Her body went 


limp momentarily from the blow to her head. That al- 
lowed Lee to pop her arms free. 

“Born free,” was Lee's only thought before she drove 
her left fist square into Chiquita’s pubogynecoccus pu- 
dendum. That's Latin for: Tight pussy. 

“That'll loosen you up,” laughed the Oriental. Ob- 
viously she had taken latin in high school. She also ob- 
viously knew she would win the bonus $100 because she 
had attacked a feminine part and won the fall from that 
attack. She knew there was no coming back from a 
punch that devastating. 

“Ahhaga,” screeched the latina as the fist sank into 
her delicate genitals. She rolled onto her side in the pre- 
natal position, holding her damaged crotch with both 
hands. She knew that this position offered no defense 
and was now totally vulnerable to attack. But she didn’t 
care. However, the referee did. 

“Delgato, if you cant defend yourself, you'll have to 
submit,” she demanded. 

Through clenched teeth she replied, “She wins.” 

“The match?” asked the referee. 

“Hell no, only the fall. 11 get even,” Chiquita hissed. 
That she did. 


Cunpter Twenty - $ even 


Revenge 


Within the five minute time limit between falls, 
Delgato was able to recover enough to continue. She was 
still sore. Both physically and emotionally. Her anger 
forced her to recover, and she charged her protagonist as 
soon as the bell clanged. 

Lee thought she could absorb the onslaught but was 
not prepared for the head that smashed into her belly. 
She was driven backward into the ropes. By the time she 
had rebounded off the ropes the Spanish spitfire had ro- 
tated half way around and from that position, wrapped 


her arm around Lee's neck and flung her over her back 
to land. 

“Oophh,” wheezed the Korean as her back absorbed 
most of the landing, but not all. Her head shared in the 
stunning impact. And similar to her predecessor, the re- 
sult was her body, too, went limp. 

Delgato immediately dropped down to sit on Lee’s 
face. She then fell forward, making sure she held her op- 
ponent’s head firmly between her legs, and attacked the 
Major’s mound of Venus with her fingers. 

“Oh no you dont.” Punishment tried to shout. Her 
voice was muffled by the muff that had been shoved in 
her face by the Latiness. “Take that you beaner,” grunted 
the Korean as she whammed the left side of the Spanish 
girl’s face with her upswinging knee. 

“Ahg,” croaked the Banana as the force of the blow 
knocked her sideways off her foe. Dazed, she crumpled 
onto her back, ending up (actually down) stretched out 
flat on the mat, limp as cooked spaghetti. Cooking was 
also on Lee’s mind too, but she was preparing to cook 
Delgato’s goose, as it were. 

“Got you now, you scum-bag,” said the Korean as 
she got t her knees, then leaped upon the prostrate Mex- 
ican. Only she wasn't there. With almost instantaneous 


- 


oe ee ID 


recovery in clarity of mind and reactions, as only youth 
can give, Chiquita was able to roll out of the way from 
the descending woman in time. 

Both girls rolled away from each other and regained 
their feet. In blind rage, Rose Lee charged and immedi- 
ately found herself hoisted into the air with both of Del- 
gato's arms wrapped firmly around her back. 

Firmly wasn't exactly the right word, crushing em- 
brace was more apt. With a final squeeze of the bear hug 
forcing the last whiff of air from the lungs, Chiquita 
flung the hapless Oriental to the mat. 

“This will finish you.” This time the Latina took no 
chances. She rolled her foe over, then from behind, Del- 
gato wrapped her legs around her left thigh. 

Then she wedged Lee’s neck against her armpit and 
with the same arm seized one of her wrists. With her 
free right hand she attacked one of the Oriental’s orbs 
with cruel retribution. By now, Punishment had regained 
her senses, but she was toe groggy to prevent her being 
tied up with an unbreakable hold. 

With her remaining free hand the Major grabbed at 
the arm controlling the hand that was mangling her 
breast. It didn't seem to do any good. This was because 
the more she yanked at Chiquita’s arm the more the 


clamped hand would pull the bruised breast from its at- 
tached chest. If Lee didn't submit to the crushing fingers 
then Delgato had the option of knocking her out by 
choking off any chance of air getting past her constricted 
throat. The end came fast. 

“I submit,” croaked the Major. 

“T can't hear you!” yelled the Banana. 

“I said I give up, you fucking bitch!” 

“Now I can hear you,” laughed the spitfire. She gave 
one last hurtful squeeze of the breast for bad measure. 
She thrust her vanquished foe away from her with a con- 
temptuous shove. Then she got up and walked over to 
her corner to sit down and listen to the congratulations 
from her cornerperson. 

Lee’s cornerwoman had to help her regain her feet, 
and she almost had to drag her to her corner. It seems 
the armpit around the throat had contributed in no small 
measure to the win. The Korean was seething. She was 
much more angry at herself than with her opponent. The 
easy first fall had imbued her with overconfidence and 
she had paid dearly. 

“That evens things up,” thought Punishment. 
“Damn, that was stupid!” She was agitated. “I’m going 
to hurt her this time.” The problem was Chiquita felt the 


same way. 

If pressed, most men will conclude that a lot of 
women are agitators. What was happening tonight was 
not evil. It was brought on by agitation. It must be re- 
membered that Moby Dick is not a story about the pur- 
suit of evil. Instead, it is a tale about the evil of pursuit. 
The white whale wasn’t evil, it was a freak - an albino 
sperm whale. All it wanted was to be left alone, but hu- 
mans kept agitating it by sticking harpoons into its 
flanks. Be they man or beast, neither deserves such treat- 
ment. And neither would tolerate such indignities for 
long, and both would eventually react most forcefully. 
Captain Ahab was obsessed with vengeance and it so 
overpowered him that he steered himself, his crew, even 
his ship into the waters of catastrophe - save one. It was 
Ishmael, who was not much brighter than Moby Dick. 

Actually, there were two evils in the novel. One was 
Ahab’s hateful vengeance and the other was the absolute 
power conferred upon the Captain. Ihe cliche, Absolute 
power corrupts absolutely’ was appropriate in this case. 
There were no constraints placed upon Ahab in his evil 
pursuit, short of the two terrible M’s of the sea: Mutiny 
and Murder. 

Now both girls shared the same idea. Ihe letters 


were the same but the words were different. Their col- 
lective M & M's were money and mayhem. ‘They were 


making plenty of both. 


CHAPTER TWENTY -EIGHT 


Attack Is The Best Defense 


What Delgato did was so brazen, it threw Lee off 
her pace, and almost off her feet. With both hands she 
grabbed the Major’s wrist, then spinning her across the 
ring. When she let go, the Korean stumbled backward 
and bounced off the ropes, just like they do in the re- 
hearsed professional wrestling matches. 

The difference was when Lee came off the ropes she 
got a knee in her gut. During this match there was to be 
no pulling of punches or knees. “Eghha,” gasped Pun- 


ishment, as she dropped to her knees. 


To prevent another knee from striking Lee (her face 
was fully exposed to this line of attack) she wrapped her 
arms around Delgato’s legs. 

Ihe ploy worked and the Banana couldn't shake her 
loose. Then the Mexican stepped backward and pushed 
down on the top of the Korear's head. Lee hung on for 
dear life, neither sliding down the legs nor letting go as 
she was dragged across the floor. Finally, when Chiquita’s 
back bumped against the ropes, she ran out of patience 
as well as traveling room. 

“Tim going to end this,” swore the Mexican mentally. 
She grabbed the Major's hair and flung her to the mat. 
Then she stepped astride Lee’s torso and dropped 
straight down so that the full weight of her body would 
slam against Punishment’s belly and knock the wind and 
will to fight out of her body. 

That is what she intended, and the strategy worked; 
sort of. Although the Korean’s body had been hammered, 
her mind was clear. She saw what her foe had planned 
and intercepted the descending body with a right fist 
that whammed square into the center of the V of Del- 
gato's pubic bush. ‘The shock to Chiquita’s femininity 
stiffened her legs into a uncontrollable spastic reaction 
and this blunted the impact upon Lee’s middle when she 


landed. The Latina's strategy had backfired due to the 
Bananas stupid maneuver of leaving herself wide open 
to fistic attack - literally. 

To prevent further punches to her torso, Chiquita 
fell forward and stuck her chest in Punishment's face and 
wrapped her arms around her neck. This defensive ma- 
neuver was two-sided. Ihe positive aspect was hugging 
her foe prevented more punches to her body and gave 
Delgato time to recover from the blow that had almost 
paralyzed her upper legs and hips. Ihe negative part was 
she did not pin the enemy’s arms to the mat. For that, 
her torso was spared but not her hair. 

“Cant see you, but I can feel you,” thought the Ko- 
rean. At first she contemplated biting one of the breasts 
that covered her face, but then thought better of it. If she 
did, her teeth would only sink into body fat which pro- 
tected the delicate internal milk glands. If the Latiness 
retaliated, then she could bite the Korean’s exposed ears 
and chew them up rather badly. Consequently, the Ori- 
ental went for the hair with both of her free hands. She 
yanked the head backward with such ferocity that the 
Spanish girl heard her neck vertebrae pop in protest. 

“Christ, my neck can't take many more of those,” 
raced through Banana’ brain. She released her hug and 


let the next yank carry her free from atop the Major's 
body. She then pushed off with her arms and legs and 
rolled out of danger. Both girls got to their feet and 
charged each other. Each lowered their head to try and 
ram it into the other's gut. 

This mutual lowering of their angle of attack only 
succeeded in their skulls barely missing each other and 
collided instead against their antagonist's shoulder. At 
first both girls rebounded off each other, then they 
straightened up and went for the hair. It was quite a sight 
for the vocal audience. 

They stood there, both hands gripping the other's 
hair, each trying to yank the other off balance. What re- 
ally infuriated Delgato is when Lee tried to knee her in 
the pubes. As she saw the leg ascending she knew she 
only had enough time to take one step to avoid the blow. 
The grip on her hair prevented the Latina from moving 
backward, which only left going forward. She stepped 
forward with her left leg just in time to ensure that Lee's 
bony kneecap passed beyond her crotch. Her bush took 
a blow from the leg but it was from the flesh covered 
front of the Oriental's thigh. 

It hurt, but the blow wasnt painfully debilitating. 
The Major had taken a chance and it hadn't worked. She 


was momentarily off balance by her standing on one leg 
and her opponent used this opportunity to good effect. 

“Youre going down,” hissed the Mexican spitfire. 
She was true to her hiss. 

Speaking of hisses. In the San Diego Zoo there was 
this little snake who wasn't allowed in the pit that the 
big snakes were crawling around in. It was called the 
hissing pit. He complained to his mother, who replied 
that she remembered that a year ago none of those 
snakes had a ‘pit to hiss in’. Stories like this happen when 
a writer is being strangled by writer's block. It’s also 
known as filler. Of course there are other people who 
give filler an entirely different four letter name. Mean- 
while, back at the basement. 

She yanked Lee’s head to the side and she toppled 
over, whamming into the mat. Delgato fell on top of her 
for the double whammy. First there was the Major's body 
slamming full force onto the floor. This was followed by 
the latina falling full force on top of her which drove her 
torso into the ring’s mat a second time. Delgato's torso 
wasnt even affected because Lee's voluptuous body had 
cushioned the Banana's descent. Anyway, the double im- 
pact slowed her down just enough for Chiquita to wrap 
her upper thighs around the sides of Punishment's neck 


when she tried to get up. Then, with her right hand she 
pinned Lee's left wrist to the mat. Swiftly she fell back- 
wards to sit on the now pinned arm. Ihe Banana then 
used her free left hand to anchor itself to the Korean's 
mound of venus. Ihen she started to squeeze Lee’s cli- 
toris. Punishment had one hand free and used it to grip 
the wrist of the offending hand. But every time she tried 
to pull the hand away, Chiquita’s fingers would dig in 
and grip the fleshy mound. 

The painful result was the feeling that Lee's pubes 
were being torn from her body. If she didnt yank, Del- 
gatos fingers would continue squeezing. At first, it wasn't 
very painful. But the Korean knew that soon her clit 
would be so irritated she would not be able to stand the 
pain. Time was on the Spaniard’s side as long as the Ba- 
nana's upper legs were festooned to both sides of the 
Major's face. Since Lee's left arm was pinned under her 
opponent's butt and the right one was way out of posi- 
tion, there were no vulnerable parts exposed that were 
close enough for the Korean’s free right hand to attack. 
The only escape was to free her head from the enveloping 
thighs. 

It was water that was the Mexican's temporary un- 
doing. To be more precise, it was sweat. Ihe battle was 


so heated that the sweat covering Delgato's thighs and 
Lee's face became so copious and slick that the Korean 
was able to jerk her head free. Her ears took a beating, 
but Punishment didn't listen to their protests. Finally, 
the Major was able to see again. She grabbed Chiquita's 
black hair and yanked her head smartly backward. This 
broke the final knot of bodily entanglements. 

Both girls rolled free of each other. They stood up, 
took collective deep breath, then advanced to mix it up 
again. 

“Turnabout is fair play,” thought Lee. She tried the 
same move that Delgato had done to her at the begin- 
ning of the round. She grabbed her wrist and started 
swinging the Spaniard around the ring. What puzzled 
the Major was Chiquita didn’t resist, as she had when it 
was tried on her. “No matter,” she thought, “PH do the 
same to her as she did to me.” Lee got her wish. Sort of. 
According to script, and the laws of physics, the latina 
was released and promptly bounced off the ropes. ‘That 
is where the similarity ended. When Punishment moved 
in and hoisted the knee toward the Banana’s stomach, all 
it connected with was air. 

“Lee, you have no originality,” thought Delgato as 
she used the spring in the ropes to propel her forward 


with such speed that she was able to sidestep the Major's 
obvious kneeing. 

Since Punishment was standing on one foot and 
Chiquita had already maneuvered herself behind the Ko- 
rean, the Asian was easy meat for a takedown. The lati- 
ness clothes lined her around the neck and slammed her 
to the mat. She grabbed Lee's left forearm with both 
hands and forced it between her upper thighs. Then she 
fell forward to land on top of the Korean’s stomach, mo- 
mentarily knocking the wind out of her. 

Next she used both arms to stretch Lee's right arm 
out full length. Needing only one hand to pin the right 
arm, her legs pinning the left arm, Chiquita had one 
hand free. She immediately put the left one to use as she 
resumed her attack on the Oriental’s clitoris. ‘This time 
she didnt take her time and rub and play with it. She 
squeezed at it with her hand and in less than thirty sec- 
onds the Major was screaming her submission. That sig- 
naled the end of the third fall, and the Mexican took the 
lead for the first time, two rounds to one. 

The story goes somewhat like this: A wrestler named 
‘Crusher’ was famous for one hold which he called “The 
Pretzel’ and once applied, no opponent could break out 
of it. Finally, after many years, during one match an op- 


ponent was able to accomplish the impossible and break 
out of the hold. Later, when asked how he performed 
this stupendous feat, he replied, “Well, there I was, all 
tangled up in “Ihe Pretzel’ and I saw these balls hanging 
in front of my face. I bit them as hard as I could and in- 
stantly there was an explosion of arms and legs and tor- 
sos thrashing all over the ring. Next thing I knew I was 
on top of him and he was yelling ‘give’.” The reporter 
concluded that the match was turned around when the 
winner bit into ‘Crusher’s’ nuts. In reply the wrestler said, 
“I bit mine.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY -NINE 


Parity 


The third fall could be summed up by saying the 
girls gave a lot to each other, and, conversely, took a lot 
from each other. Ihey didn't have much energy left to 
give and neither girl was too enthusiastic about what was 
left to receive, They sat on their stools and panted for the 
full five minutes. Now each was determined to end the 
match fast. However, because of their youth and physical 
fitness, most oi each girl's strength had returned when 
the bell clanged the beginning of the fourth fall. Now 
the fight was governed by the two w’s, as they both had 


become weary and wary. 

Anyway, that is what Lee wanted Delgato to think. 
At first they circled each other with their hands out, each 
ready to pounce. That was the perfect setup for the Ko- 
rean. Instead of pouncing, Punishment slapped Chiquita 
smartly across the face with her left hand. 

The suddenness of the slap froze the Latiness mo- 
mentarily, enabling Lee to move in and get her ankle be- 
hind Delgato’s leg. A push to the Banana’s chest sent her 
sprawling backward against the mat. Then she leaped, 
planning to hit the entire length of Delgato’s torso with 
the full impact of her extended body. The fullness of the 
Mexican’s body would cushion Lee’s when she landed 
atop her. The thinly padded floor underneath Chiquita’s 
back wouldn't be so forgiving. 

Anyway, that was the plan. However, the actuality 
was quite different. Possessed with good reactions, the 
Banana was able to roll out of the way in time. Ihe Ko- 
rean hit the mat, flat on her face and torso. 

“I have you now, you fucking whore,” hissed the 
Spaniard as she rolled on top of the Oriental. 

Before Lee had time to recover and roll away, Del- 
gato was able to clamp her legs around the Korean's 
waist. With her left arm she clamped Lee’s left arm into 


immobility. Because the Chicano was facing the Asian’s 
back, the Banana was able to reach around the front of 
Lee with her right hand and squeeze her right melon 
without fearing similar retaliation. Ihe Major tried 
reaching behind her and grabbing her foe’s chest, but the 
angle was too askew and she quickly gave up that form 
of counterattack. 

“Damn, that hurts!” grunted Lee as she felt probing 
fingers that took on the characteristics of bony daggers 
as thuy sliced past her protective fat and muscle and 
thrust deep into her breast, seeking to crush her delicate 
milk glands and thereby force a submission. In despera- 
tion she reached behind her and thrust her right hand 
between Chiquita’s legs. Fortunately, or unfortunately, 
depending upon which combatant she was, Punishment 
was able, to grab a handful of black pubic hair. She then 
yanked at the Spaniard’s luxurious bush. Ihe counterat- 
tack worked. 

“You bitch!” screeched Delgato as she let go of the 
chest, grabbed the Major's arm, and tried to pull the 
hand away from her pubic patch. That only made matters 
worse. Ihe more she pulled, the more the hairs let her 
know that she was soon to be bald in that area if she per- 
sisted. For a moment the girls were in an erotic Mexican 


standoff. 

Then the Korean went onto the attack. Actually the 
proper terminology would be the Korean went into the 
attack. Delgato still had her legs wrapped around Lee’s 
waist which were secured by the hooked ankles, but the 
pulling of the short hairs had forced her thighs to open 
wider and into this opening were thrust Korean fingers. 

“Tve got you now, you beaner!” hissed the Major. 
“Give it up or I'll pull your pussy inside out!” 

“The fuck you will, you slopehead slut!” hissed Del- 
gato in return. She knew the only way she could even 
things out and regain the Mexican standoff was to get 
inside Lee. Io dc this she had to grab hold of the Ko- 
reans pubic hair and yank it with sufficient force to open 
her thighs wide enough to allow her fingers to gain a 
forced entrance into the interior of her hidden female- 
ness. Because the Korean’s back was ir the way, Chiquita 
couldn't see where she was grabbing but sht knew what 
she was after and where it was. 

“Nice try, Delgato,” laughed Lee as the Chicano’s 
fingers snatched at the snatch but only grabbed sweaty 
skin. The fingers tried to dig in but they simply slid across 
the slippery flesh. With a shake of the Korean’s hips, the 


smooth mound was promptly twisted away from the im- 


potent hand. 

“Christ,” swore Chiquita, “I forgot she’s hairless.’ 
She knew that a desperate grab at Lee’s snatch was her 
only chance to even things up. Delgato was faced with 
the supreme irony that evolution had made both girls 
equal but race mads them unequal. ‘This subtle change, 
brought about by natural selection on the Korean penin- 
sula, had cost her the fall. 

I’m not going to tell you again, Quit!” demanded 
Major Punishment and true to her name she dug her 
fingernails into Delgato's vaginal walls. 

“Okay, I submit, quit,” she instantly responded, hop- 
ing the answer was fast enough to spare her the torment 
of feeling Lee’s cruel fingernails raking down the length 
of the inside walls of her vagina; from which she was 
powerless to prevent. 

The Major thought of doing just that. But upon re- 
flection, she decided otherwise. Her reasoning would 
only be known to women who had fought each other 
from the dawn of recorded time. This instinctive code 
that had been passed down through the ages would not 
be shared with outsiders; although, if articulated, some 
men would understand this code far better than any 
woman who had never known the sting of battle. The 


$ 


Korean removed her hand and the Chicano went limp 
and collapsed to the mat with relief. Wordlessly, Lee got 
up and looked down at her vanquished foe, who was flat 
on her back. Their eyes met and for the first time Chiq- 
uita understood the code. The fingers of a hand had made 
her know the feeling of utter helplessness. This sensation 
allowed her mind to open and read the language of the 
eyes, to jointly speak the unspoken code. Now both had 
come to understand. Delgato had felt the question in the 
asians hand and seen the answer in her eyes. “Lee, you 
had her. Why didnt you finish her off?” questioned 
Smith. “If I had the chance I would have raked my nails 
up and down her cunt so bad she wouldn't be able to 
walk for a week and fuck for a month. She wouldn't have 
been able to continue and you would have won by de- 
fault.” 

The Major looked straight into the Corporal’s eyes 
and said simply, “No you wouldnt.” 

Taken aback, the Negress reflected for a moment, 
then she smiled. “I guess I wouldnt.” For she, too, had 
been there. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 


It's All In The Genes 


After the end of the fourth fall there was the usual 
five minute break. Doctor Lawrence Cromwell left his 
seat to buy a Budweiser. On his return, he noticed a fa- 
miliar face, still sporting that distinguished grey beard, 
sitting in the front row. The seat next to him was vacant 
and he sat in it. 

“Is this seat occupied?” he asked the man whose back 
was facing him. 

“If you're sitting in it, it is,” replied the older gentle- 
man as he turned to see who was speaking to him. His 


eyes lit up in recognition. “Larry, great to see you. Sorry 
the seat is taken, but he won't be back for a few minutes.” 

“No problem, we can talk later. Can it be that this 
spectacle drew you out of the ivory towers of Indiana U?” 

“As a matter of fact it is, Doctor Cromwell.” 

“You've traveled a long way to watch two naked 
women duke it out in Elmtown. Howd you hear about 
it, anyway?” 

“A Bloomington public radio station. They were jok- 
ing about what happened last night and what was 
planned for tonight. I telephoned Martha Doyle to save 
me a seat. Ah, I see from your expression that you didn't 
know I knew her. I promised her I'd be the ring physi- 
cian. Told her it was a long time since I did house calls. 
In this case, a basement call. Be that as it may, I then 
hopped in my car, medical satchel in hand, and arrived 
here just in time.” 

“Let me get this straight, Professor Schmitt. One of 
this country's foremost genetic scientists, who is only a 
few years away from a Nobel Prize, drove all afternoon 
to watch a couple of women fight. This is not the most 
influential med school professor I ever knew. This is 
bizarre.” 

“That’s why I’m here. And don't be so sure about the 


Nobel. There's not much time until the owner of the seat 
returns, so P'11 be brief. PI fill in the details when this is 
over. I have a theory about genetic memory, and I’m not 
alone in this. Every chromosome we pass to our children 
has approximately 20 billion bits of information in it. 
Leave it to Carl Sagan to quantify this into a more man- 
ageable frame of reference. He feels that amount of in- 
formation is equivalent to about 4000 books of 500 pages 
each. My theory, which Carl doesn't subscribe to, is called 
genetic memory. That is, all the experiences of from 30 
to 50 generations can be passed from one generation to 
the next. At 25 years per generation, that is a range of 
between 750 to 1500 years of historical experiences.” 

“Wait a minute. Are you saying that 1500 years ago, 
my mother, times 60 generations, has passed everything 
she saw, read, or experienced to me?” 

“Not only every mother in between, but also every 
father.” 

“Professor, that's a whole lot of living going on. How 
come I dont remember clanking beer mugs with King 
Arthur in merry old England, fifteen centuries ago?” 

The professor smiled and said, “Maybe you would if 
you were subjected to enough stress. A specific type of 
stress would permit you to remember a related stressful 


incident that had been experienced by a very distant rel- 
ative. Besides, I’m not so sure it’s limited to medieval 
times. It could go back Is far as the Bronze Age.” 

“Doc, that’s over 5000 years ago!” 

“Mind boggling, isn't it? Ah, ifit were true. Anyway, 
Im here to try and find out.” Then they both saw the true 
occupant approaching and Schmitt ended the discussion 
with, “I’m here to try and interview both of these girls 
as soon as he fight is over about any recollections they 
might have had. After that, you and I will clank beer 
mugs, and talk of chivalry.” 


CHAPTER THIRTY -ONE 


Agon 


‘Agon: From the Greek agon: The dramatic conflict 
between literary work.’ 

A contest, or conflict, the chief characters in a Web- 
ster. 

After five minutes, the clang of the bell pulled them 
to their collective destiny. This fall would decide the 
match. 

They met in mid-ring and circled each other for a 
moment. Then the eyes spoke again. By silent mutual 
consent, each leaned forward and locked one arm around 


the other's neck and with the remaining free hand 
grabbed a handful of hair. Both women had instinctively 
reverted to the centuries old classic starting catfight po- 
sition. 

“We have to end this,” whispered Lee. 

“Pm trying. You're not cooperating,” snapped Del- 
gato. 

“It has to end like last night. To the finish.” 

“Fine with me, Major. Flop down and [ll be glad to 
send you to dreamland.” 

“It must be to a knockout. By fists,” retorted the Ko- 
rean. 

“Oh shit,” thought the Mexican. “It comes to this.” 
Then she replied, “You’re nuts.” 

“It has to end this way. There's a brutal eloquence in 
a knockout. The perfection of finality.” 

Not only was Delgato gripped by Lee’s hands, she 
was now gripped by foreboding. “Sound’s like I got my 
hands around a poet. Worse, a poet with a death wish. 
Hello, Sigmund Freud, are you out there? Send the strait 
jackets, I’m alone with someone who's gone loony tunes.” 
Then she whispered, “What if I say I won't?” 

“Then we wont,” whispered back the Major. 

“What if I say I will?” questioned the Banana. 


“Then we start now, by us backing off.” 

Delgato had to make the decision. Ihe fight had 
started out with two lusts, avarice was one, but revenge 
was more important. Grudgingly, each had painfully 
earned the respect of their rival and they weren't seeking 
revenge anymore. Now the Banana was faced with a fun- 
damental decision. Was she a wrestler or a boxer? She 
had wrestled in high school. She liked the closeness of 
the struggle between two bodies, each seeking to domi- 
nate. She had never considered boxing. Her best friend 
Cynthia had gravitated toward wrestling and Chiquita 
had followed. Now, as she leaned into her opponent, 
Delgato realized that she was still a follower. When she 
was a teenager she was a follower, now as a young adult 
she had not changed. 

Finally, Delgato resolved that she was going to con- 
trol her own destiny. At that very moment she was no 
longer a girl; instead, now a woman. 

In the next few minutes Chiquita knew that she 
would be standing as Victrix, or flattened into defeat. But 
no latter. Whatever the outcome, she would leave her 
childhood behind in this squared circle tonight. She was 
about to be taught “Ihe Sweet Science’. Delgato knew 
that few people would ever know their true limits and 


she would shortly be put to the test. She was about to 
know her worth, and that worth would bring out the best 
from Lee, and Lee was prepared to do the same to Del- 
gato. Ihe Mexican set her mind to know her limits, in 
extremis. 

“No more following,” she thought. Ihen she replied, 
“To the finish.” She removed her arm from around Lee’s 
neck and released the grip on her hair, then stepped back 
and raised her fists; as did Punishment. 

So there it was. It was war. A fight to the finish. One 
standing, the other prone. In actuality it was a matter of 
space. In fighting there is inner space and outer space. In 
ancient times wars were fought, man grappling with 
man, in very close quarters. Whole armies would clash, 
but it always broke down to the individual combat of one 
Greek trying to smash past the shield of his enemy, en- 
abling him to drive his sword into a Persian's belly. This 
was inner space, with 10th combatants sharing quite in- 
timate space. 

Modern war gives us machines like Navy F-14 Tom- 
cats, jet fighters that can kill another aircraft, such as a 
Mig-21, at 100 miles with Phoenix missiles. And when 
you destroy the machine, most likely also the pilot, a 
human being. ‘That is outer space. At a distance of 100 


miles, these are not close encounters of any kind. Still, it 
is war, with one plane climbing towards the sun, the 
other crashing into the sea. Standing versus prone. 

So it is with sport. There is wrestling which is inner 
space as both combatants share an intimate struggle of 
body pressed upon body, until one presses or crushes the 
other into defeat. Outer space is boxing. There the com- 
batants right each other at arm’s length. They may at 
times clinch, but that is the allowable exception, not the 
general rule. Ultimately, if allowed to go to its conclusion, 
one combatant will smash the other to the ground with 
their fists. One will be left standing, the other at her feet. 
And that act was to become two women's collective des- 
tiny this night. 

“Well,” thought Lee as she stared at Chiquita, 
“somebody’s going to have to make the first move. Might 
as well be me.” 

With the thought came the action. She stepped in 
and released a right jab at her opponent’s face. By mov- 
ing her head to the right the Banana was able to slip the 
punch and countered with a looping left that cruelly sank 
deep into the Oriental’s firm right mammary. 

“Oomph,” grunted the surprised Major. After the 
sound came the thought as she backed away. “Ill be 


damned, the beaner can box.” 

Delgato saw the shocked surprise on her rival's face. 
“Lee, I’m no pushover.” she said, then added, “You're in 
for a long night.” 

“Looks that way,” Lee replied as she moved forward 
to meet the Latina's advance. Both were wrong. Ihe fight 
was to be as vicious as it was short. By now each girl had 
formulated a plan of attack. The Banana was going to the 
body so as to not damage her bare hands on head and 
face bones. The Major was going to attack the head, risk- 
ing hand damage for the quick knockout. 

The Latiness stepped in close for body punching and 
received a left hook to the face for her boldness. Fortu- 
nately she was close enough to clinch Lee against her 
body before the Korean could land a follow-up right. Ihe 
referee stepped in to break up the clinch and pushed the 
still groggy Mexican away. Or so Lee thought. Punish- 
ment got careless and got whammed in the face by her 
opponent who only feigned grogginess. That sudden 
punch stopped her dead in her tracks. 

“That'll teach you,” panted Chiquita, who retreated 
out of anger from the stunned Korean. 

“Think you're the teacher, eh?” wheezed Lee. “Well, 
welcome to the school of hard knocks.” The Korean ad- 


vanced toward what she considered her pupil. The pupil 
beat her to the punch with a combination left to the belly 
and a right to the ribs. Punishment was willing to take 
the two body punches if they enabled her to deliver one 
head blow in return. 

She got her wish. A left to the face knocked the 
Spanish girl backward against the ropes. Lee stepped in 
and drilled a right fist deep into Delgato's solar plexus. 
The body shot knocked all the wind from her in a hor- 
rific expulsion of air. 

“I cant breathe,” she gasped. Chiquita dropped like 
a dead weight to her knees, both hands holding her guts 
iii: 

With tremendous will power she forced her lungs to 
overcome the paralyzing pain and suck in a shallow 
breath of air, which burned her chest with a fire that felt 
like the searing heat of boiling oil. The Chicano now ex- 
perienced a pain unlike any she had ever known. Quite 
dramatically, she now knew the painful difference be- 
tween boxing and wrestling. They weren't the same. But 
the passion of the contest was. 

It doesnt take much of a stretch of an imagination 
to equate sport fighting with lovemaking. Both are done 
with passion. Ihe word lovemaking is preferential to hav- 


ing sex, because having sex implies that there is a winner 
and a loser. A taker and a giver. The giver, by definition, 
gives up something of value. As concerns a woman, the 
least she relinquishes is her self-esteem. Which imme- 
diately begs the question, shouldnt fighting be equated 
with sex? Because the point of fighting is to determine a 
winner and loser. 

The key is in the word: Control. In sex, one partner 
is driven by instinct (physiological lust) and emotional 
gratification to achieve control, (psychological domi- 
nance). Lust forces the partners together. However, often 
after consummation, they quickly leave, if not physically, 
at least emotionally. 

To the romantic, passion is that ingredient which 
brings two people together - willingly. By mutual con- 
sent, both give to the other and in their giving, gain far 
more than is lost. Ihe true beauty is, after the act has run 
its course, he couple still embrace for a time, neither 
physically nor notionally abandoning the other. During 
this quiet time here is a shared spirituality. This is choice. 
This is freedom. This is love. 

Now we get to the nut of it. This freedom of choice 
will permit either one of the partners to give up control 
- often willingly. In the missionary position, or from be- 


hind, a man has an inordinate amount of control over a 
woman. In the 69 position, the man gives up control, or 
at the least it is shared. When he is on his back and she 
is atop him, the control shifts to her and is absolute. 
With her legs wrapped round his head she has the power 
of life and death. A man may not consciously think about 
this power to break his neck by a wrenching of her 
thighs, but subconsciously he knows he's giving up his 
destiny to another person. Men do not submit to this 
position lightly. In sport fighting, the participants are 
there willingly and the passion is shared. In fighting, the 
combatants are there unwillingly, and the ust that drives 
them is called survival. Wrestling is port, and the point 
is to win. War is fighting, and its point is to survive. 

To complete this circle, we get back to space. Space 
is distance, and boxing versus wrestling is essentially 
about space. In boxing, a person has their own personal 
space and tries to keep the opponent at arm’s length. This 
is outer space. [wo people surrounded by personal space, 
each trying to break into the other's space with their fists. 
In boxing, here is the physical distance, while in the mis- 
sionary position of lovemaking there is psychological dis- 
tance. 

In contrast, wrestling is a pressing of the flesh and 


both combatants share the same personal space. This is 
an intimacy akin to 69, which is a dissipation of distance, 
that is why, for observers and participants alike, there are 
those who love boxing and those who love wrestling. In 
lovemaking, these feelings are equally strong. There are 
those who are sexual boxers and there are those who are 
sexual wrestlers. The former will keep their partner at a 
psychological distance, an emotional arms length, so to 
speak. While the latter will submit to the invasion of 
their personal space, and in doing so their mental dis- 
tance is drowned in a tangle of arms and legs. And kisses. 

When both contact sports are brought to their ulti- 
mate conclusion, boxing by knockout and wrestling by 
submission, these two grim forms of sport fighting will 
differ greatly. 

These differences take the form of three fundamen- 
tal truths. 

First, the end of a boxing match occurs when one is 
standing while the other is prone. By contrast, wrestling 
concludes with both combatants prone. Ihe boxer does 
not give the defeated a choice to quit. The loser is simply 
unable to continue. The wrestler forces a choice from the 
loser to continue and endure more pain or submit and 
thereby conclude the match. One ends by the elimina- 


tion of pain by applied unconsciousness, while the other 
by conscious pain, relentlessly applied to the end. 
Second, there is the question of personal space. By 
nature a boxer does not seek the pressing of the flesh. 
Literally, he keeps his opponent at arms length. Each 
fighter seems to be enclosed in a column of personal 
space that is periodically violated by the opponent's fists. 
By way of contrast, wrestling is intimate combat. Two 
personal spaces merge into one. The ending of one is by 
the greatest distance two humans in the same proximity 
can know. One standing, the other lying at his feet. This 
distance is of three parts: 
One - Ihe physical. For one to dose upon the other, 
the winner must bend down and pull the loser up to a 
vertical level. This results in the appearance of both box- 
ers being on an equal standing - but they really aren't. 
Two - The mental. One is conscious, while the other 
is unconsciousness. Ihe simple difference between the 
awake and the asleep. Ihe only greater distance is death. 
Three - The emotional. The standing winner experi- 
ences the elation of his physical superiority over his op- 
ponent. He alone is standing, towering above his rival, 
and most eyes are upon him. Ihe audience's eyes will 
wander downward to the loser, but invariably they will 


be drawn upward to the victor. Ihe loser, by contrast, is 
humiliated as he, too, is alone, by regard to his lowly po- 
sition. That being flat on his back. The standing winner 
can simply walk away. The fallen must get up, his defeat 
illuminated by the glare of the overhead lights, before he 
can slink away from this ring of humiliation. 

The third difference is that one pair of combatants 
hands are encased in gloves while the other's hands are 
totally unencumbered. Initially the differences are 
patently obvious. In boxing, the hands are closed and 
formed into fists to hammer the opponent into insensi- 
bility. In contrast the wrestler uses open hands to grab at 
limbs to maneuver his opponent into an untenable po- 
sition, in terms he can readily understand - pain. The 
subtlety of all this is that contrary to popular belief, the 
gloves are to protect the combatant’s hands, rather than 
the opponent's head. 

Although the wrestler's hands are used for grasping, 
it is the power of his arms, legs, shoulders, and body 
weight that apply the pressure to obtain a “give”. The basic 
difference between the two sports is closed hands versus 
open ones. 

While it was the blow to her solar plexus that 
dropped her to her knees, it was the descending fist to 


the jaw that put Delgato out, both in consciousness and 
the fight. 

In a normal boxing match, the fans, referee, and 
judges would have been collectively appalled at a fighter 
who had been knocked to her knees, being hit in the face. 
Since there was nothing normal about this match, the 
crowd loved the blatant act of unsportswomanship by 
the hitting of a downed opponent. At first, the Spanish 
girl lay on her back, motionless. Which was similar to 
the crowd. Everyone simply sat around wondering what 
would happen next. Should the referee count to a num- 
ber before declaring Lee the winner? It might as well be 
100 since the Latina was in a deep sleep, and of such 
depth it bordered upon coma. For almost a half minute 
she twitched spasmodically. Finally she began to moan 
softly and the potential crises of a comatose condition 
passed. 

“Well, do something!” snapped Mrs. Doyle. ‘This 
propelled Cindy through the ropes to help her stricken 
friend. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -TWO 


The Rain in Spain 


She opened her eyes and found herself staring into 
the sun. This was not nearly as disconcerting as her fin- 
gers feeling a stone floor when they were expecting the 
cloth and underlying padding of the boxing ring. What 
next caught her attention was the woman who was now 
advancing toward her. She watched this Nordic fling her 
shield to the floor, then with both hands grip a long dou- 
ble-edged sword and raise it over her helmet. What re- 
ally caught her attention was the sword’s change in 
direction as it was now heading toward her face in an 


arching swoop. Instinctively she then raised her left arm 
in front of her face to try to ward off the sword's blow . 

Ihe moment the Latina did so she realized it was an 
act of futility because the descending sword would sever 
her forearm ind complete its mission to split her face into 
two halves, then everything in view disappeared until her 
eyes focused on the metal shield her left arm was holding 
in front of her face. Ihe next instant she heard a horrific 
clang as the blade whammed into the shield and car- 
omed off it to clank against the marble floor, inches from 
her head. Fragments of stone stung the side of her face 
as the blade edge dug into ;he marble. She swung her 
legs against the ankles of the presently unbalanced sword 
wielder and sent her toppling to the floor. The Spaniard 
rolled away from her antagonist and found she had a 
similar sword in her right hand. She quickly scrambled 
to her feet and backed up while her chagrined blond op- 
ponent picked up her shield then regained her feet. This 
lave the Latiness a chance to look around. 

“What the hell is all this?” she puzzled. The brunette 
was in a circular pit that was about 50 feet across and 
had stone walls about 10 feet high. Behind these walls 
sat men and women whose faces were very dark and were 
dressed like Arabs. Some of the men had turbans and all 


of the women wore veils. In contrast, the advancing 
swordswoman was a classic Nordic with long blond hair 
and light skin. But it was the eyes that mesmerized. They 
were blue, a hard blue, with no touch if gray; nor pity. 
These eyes were as cold as ice and just is hard. And as 
deadly. They weren't angry, just coldly determined. As 
was her approach. The Latinas back bumped against the 
stone wall. She quickly started sidestepping around its 
perimeter with the Nordic in cold pursuit. She lad to be 
a Viking because of her color and the horned helmet. 
She wore high-heeled leather boots that covered her legs 
to mid thigh. Her massive chest was exposed, but directly 
under it a narrow belt of armor circled her upper torso. 
Below this carapace was her exposed belly. A wide 
leather belt encircled her hips. Attached to this belt was 
a panel of chain mail that covered her loins while another 
panel covered her ample backside. 

“Loins,” she mused. “Kind of a masculine word. 
Loins, not often applied to a woman. But this woman is 
bent on doing man's business and it sure applies to her.” 
The Latinas musings were abruptly ended by a sword 
swinging at her neck. With a quickness of reaction she 
was amazed she possessed, the brunette blocked the 


blade with her shield. 


Again it caromed off the protective metal at an 
angle. However, this time the flat portion of he sword 
slammed against her helmet. Ihe impact stunned her 
rain into momentary unconsciousness. It was her reflex- 
ive action that saved her from the follow-on sword 
swing. 

“Now I know where I am,” she thought. She let the 
force of the blow to the side of her helmet propel her 
backward out of danger, albeit momentarily. The blow to 
the head and her back slamming into the wall brought 
the Spanish girl back into reality. For she had remem- 
bered what reality was. She was in southern Spain, the 
spectators were the Moors who had conquered her coun- 
try. Her opponent was a captured warrior Viking who 
was fighting for her freedom. ‘The Spanish girl was, in 
actuality, Spanish, and belonged to the household of a 
Moorish prince. Instead of eunuchs, he had hired and 
trained Spanish women in the military arts to guard his 
harem. Although the prince’s countrymen were con- 
querors, his harem guards were not slaves. These female 
hirelings were not forced to fight other women. 

There would be times when captured Greek, Nordic, 
Briton, Ethiopian (among many others) women would 
be trained to fight for their freedom or become house- 


hold guards. If they didn’t have the stomach for such a 
fearful decision they would have to forget their home- 
land and become slaves to the Moors. Since the blond 
was already a warrior, she was eager to fight for her re- 
lease. She had to forget how to use the double-edged 
battle-ax and was retrained to use the modified two- 
handed sword, which was forged in a smaller size for 
women. 

The Spanish guards were offered sacks of gold 
whenever the opportunity arose to fight captured 
women. That was how matters now stood. The Viking 
was fighting to get back to her homeland, and the 
Spaniard was fighting for gold. The duel was for the 
highest of stakes. Ihe choice was freedom, or gold, versus 
death. One, for the winner a choice, the other, for the 
loser, a certainty. Ihe rules were simple: A duel to the 
death. One would walk away, the other carried away. It 
was lust that drove both women to meet this day in the 
spring of the Year of our Lord 757. Ihe lust of avarice 
for the gleaming gold versus the lust for the freedom of 
pine forests and clear fjords. 

“Got to get away from the wall,” she thought. The 
Spaniard feinted with her blade and the blond hopped 
out of the way. The opening allowed her to flank her at- 


tacker and move backward into the middle of the duel- 
ing pit. Hot sweat was streaming off both women and 
the brunette had time to reflect upon how tired she was. 
They had been going at each other for some time, but 
there were no cuts as evidence of the ferocity of the bat- 
tle. The last thing she had remembered was tripping 
backward and falling flat on her back. The ultimate split- 
ting headache had been narrowly avoided by catching 
the descending blade on her shield. 

“Maybe I can sucker her in this time?” she thought. 
She pretended that the high heel of her boot had caught 
in a crack in the marble and toppled backward again. 
This time the Viking was cautious and circled out of 
range of the Spaniard's feet. Then, without warning, she 
stepped in and brought the sword down toward the face. 
Again the quickly raised shield caught the blow. How- 
ever, this time the blond made sure the force of the blow 
wasn't diverted sideways. Ihe blade didn't glance off the 
shield but hit it square. Ihe energy drove the circular 
metal against the fallen swordswoman. This blow was 
quickly followed by another from the side, the impact al- 
most wrenching the shield from her arm. It was obvious 
the blond was going to hack away until she beat the 
Spaniard into the marble. 


“If I can take one more on the shield, I’ve got her,” 
she muttered. Ihe brunette got her wish. Ihe Viking's 
attack and sword changed direction and it was now 
swinging in a sideways descent toward her face. Instead 
of holding the .shield square to the blade, the Spaniard 
angled it so the sword glanced off the metal. Ihe pro- 
pelling energy in its rebound changed the sword's direc- 
tion by continuing its momentum now upward. This 
twisted the Viking's body around and momentarily ex- 
posed her stomach. But momentarily was all the 
Spaniard needed as she kicked her feet under her butt 
and pushed off the stone floor with her right hand and 
both legs. 

“Now.” While still grasping the sword, the brunette 
thrust forward and upward with her legs. She swung the 
weapon in a half circle that went under the blond's shield 
and sliced squarely across her belly. If the Spaniard had 
been standing and was able to get her legs and shoulder 
into the swing, the depth of the cut would have disem- 
boweled the blond. As it was, the only power that drove 
the sword was the arm swinging forward, and the cut 
only sliced through the skin, outer layers of fat, and some 
stomach muscles. 

What made the blow fatal was the shock of the slice 


to the belly. It froze the cold blond for the instant needed 
to enable the hot brunette to firmly set her feet, then 
thrust the point of her sword through her rival's chest 
with enough body force that the blade sliced through the 
front and rear of her rib cage, to exit out the back. 

“Eeeeeghh,” screeched the mortally wounded 
woman. Ihe victrix let go of the hilt and the blade re- 
mained in the blond as she fell to the floor. Since the 
blade had passed through the right breast it had missed 
the heart, but the wound wasn't survivable because the 
internal hemorrhaging was rapidly filling up her right 
lung. If she didn't suffocate from all this fluid, blood loss 
would soon send her into shock, then coma, then release. 
Whichever chest was isolated, her fate was sealed. Ihe 
right one only prolonged the inevitable. 

“And now the trophy,” she shouted. Ihe Latina 
picked up her rival's sword and cut the side straps of the 
cloth that covered the Viking’s femininity. The Spaniard 
pulled the loincloth from the stricken blond with a con- 
temptuous yank. 

Without looking back, the winner walked over to 
where the Moorish ruler was sitting, looked up at him 
and with one hand held the cloth trophy aloft; while 
with the other, the vanquished Viking’s sword. He 


looked down at the latest addition to her string of con- 
quests, fluttering in the mild breeze. He was pleased and 
showed his gratitude by opening two bags of coins that 
showered down upon her helmeted head. 

With guards like her, he knew his harem was safe. 

And so it came to be, that during this gentle spring 
day in the year 757 A.D., it had rained gold and poured 
blood in Moorish Spain. 

“Chiquita, wake up for chrissake.” She had finally 
stopped writhing and now lay still as death, flat on her 
back, with her hands above her head resting on the floor. 
Cynthia asked for and was handed some smelling salts. 
They did the trick and brought the Banana around. She 
opened her eyes and saw two very concerned people 
kneeling next to her. On one side was Cindy and on the 
other a distinguished looking man with a gray beard. He 
was the one who had reached into his medical bag and 
retrieved the salts. “Hey Banana, you o.k.?” 

“Oh, Cindy. Yeah, I'm okay. Looks like I fell asleep 
on the job.” She tried to get up but gave that up and 
folded. 

“Chiquita, were going to carry you up to one of the 
bedrooms to recover, so just be quiet. We'll get you out 
of this ring right now.” 


She looked up at the kneeling man. “Who are you?” 
“Miss Delgato, Pm Professor Schmitt. Can we talk?” 
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